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NOTES AND DISCUSSIONS. 



IN MEMORIAM. 

I. — P. W. Loring. 

The autumn noon hung round us as we passed 
O'er the pale common, the familiar streets. 
"We talked of thy new story, genial, frank, 
The wan September air, a falling leaf, 
Touching some points of beauty on the fall — 
The dower of Nature, in her tender mood, 
To earth ( where the red lightning's arrow strikes, 
And carves its cross of death among the flowers ) - 
And still we felt that dream of silentness ; 
Murmurs of music, on the city's road. 
And thou ! Loring, boy of a Roman brow, 
And tragic locks, and that contraction stern, 
Sweet to the salient future. 

Much I prosed 
Of the Ice-king of "Weimar and his tale, 
The faint, old, serio-comic tale of Meister, 
As thy thoughts, filled with an earnest life, 
"Were not unfolded in that perfectness 
Thy wish enforced — child of such liberal hopes. 
Slowly we mused of the cold city's streets, 
And how one born and bred within her halls 
Should like a pilgrim beg, unloved, unknown, 
"While strangers from far regions of the earth 
Are garnered in to steal his alms. 

I said: 
Loring ! life stands before thee ; I am old, 
And yet I can remember some such thoughts, 
Some dream of hope, or intervals of spring. 
'Tis said Time hath a wallet on his back ; 
In this, you yet should gather fruit of gold. 
"What if the story of your college lads 
Be not all you have hoped for, and you still 
Must in laborious hope rewrite, 
And then once more — rewrite a fading plot? 
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Sink not too much on plans ; build up your verse — 

Songs of a softly swaying tenderness, 

Of queenly loves that dwell upon the heart ; 

Life's melodies, spontaneous as your youth. 

He hastened to the studio where he dwelt, 

All earnest, quick with deeds, and half content 

To be half that he hoped. 

Oft of him I dreamed. 
Alone, of all our youth, or seeming thus, 
He asked a poet's life, resolved to win 
The poet's splendor, cultivate that art, 
Yea, work it for itself — himself forgot. 
Choice in his friends, most certain with their hearts, 
Sufficient and unsacrificed to forms — 
So fared he forth that morn. 

And then, upon those plains ! 

A luring region of unhoarded wealth, 

Where golden rivers gleam to golden sands, 

And far in heaven their purple mountains soar ; 

There, where the bright snake glitters thro' the sun, 

(His touch destruction) and the cougar screams 

O'er the salt reaches of earth's aridness, 

The sepulchers unblest of bird and flower, — 

Sunk in some vale, some deep and dismal vale, 

Thy burial vault, that Arizona vale, — 

In thy first youth, thy promise, and soft years, 

Killed, murdered, trampled out, destroyed. 

Loring ! I might have wept thee, hadst thou lived. 

And never won thy poet's wreath ! And now, 

At this, such bitter parting, such recoil, 

Once more I see that wan September noon, 

Those weeping locks, and list thy modest voice, 

A prayer of tender hope to God and man ; 

And hear the murmur of these mournful streets, 

Made lonelier at thy parting, sad to tears, 

And think — this was a world thou loved and sang 

(A world too poor for thee ), and blend my griefs 

With those who loved thee, thou lost Poet-boy. 



H. — Weep Not! 

Weep not for me, not for me, 
Nor dream of the whitening billow 
That shall serve me for a pillow — 
My couch on the lone fast-heaving sea ; 
Weep not, weep not for me ! 
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And a misty sky sweeps o'er me, 
And the wild surf sways without measure, 
And the white beach that was my pleasure, 
And the beat of the fast-heaving sea 

Says, Weep not, weep not for me ! 

"We shall die as we lived ; it shall be, 
Dying, as in living — together ; 
Our dirge in the wild misty weather, 
Our death in the fast-heaving sea . 

Farewell, weep not, weep not for me ! 



m. — The Magdalen. 

Her eyes how fixed they seek the skies — 
"Was earth so low, was life so vain? 

"Was time a wearing sacrifice, 

This hopeless wish, this empty pain? 

" I cannot read the silent skies ; 

Their light is darkness to my heart, 
Life is eternal sacrifice — 

Its livelong hours, its lifeless art. 

" Thought cannot mend my breaking hope, 
Heaven will not warm such cold despair — 
I need some other soul to ope 

My doors of steel, and trust my prayer. 

" Speeds there no sail o'er life's dark sea, 

"Where weeps some heart whose hope has set, 
"Who may uplift this cross from me, 
And both may thus their past forget?" 



IV. — The Retrospect. 

"Why should we mourn the fleeting days, 
"Why grieve because the years are still — 
That Grecian art, that modern phrase, 
Like fluttering leaves drop o'er the hill? 

If it may seem that all is gone, 
"Which colored Time like golden flame, 
That love and hope and fame have flown, 
Trusting their servant but the name ! 

Yet in that just alloy of fate 
The sundered plans shall moulded fall, 
A hero's heart, a monarch's state, 
Thy changeful mood to glory call. 



"William Ellebt Chaxnino. 



